IN MEMORIUM 


JOHN 0. SATTLER 


PINCKNEYVILLE, ILL. 


In Appreciation of the Honor Bestowed Upon Our Son 
by the Members of 


JOHN 0. SATTLER POST NO. 587 
AMERICAN LEGION 


With Gratitude for the Sympathy Extended 
to Us in Our Bereavement 


FERDINAND SATTLER 
IDA HEPP SATTLER 


JOHN 0. SATTL 


The people of Pincknerville 2nd of 
the surrownd:ne community-and many 
from the neighboring and more dis- 
tant ectes, essembled Wednésday 
afterncon to pay their inbtte of 
honor, :espect and adoration for one 
who kad laid down his life for his 
countrr. 

The fineral of John C. Sattler was 
mere than the natural homage a fam- 
ily anc frends pay to the memory of 
a depa ted sen brother and friend. 
It was more than that, if was an ex- 
pression of that sincere sorrow that 
comes from the full realization of the 
great loss the community has sus- 
tained. It was the manifestation of 
that tender Sympathy that throbs 
throrgh the hearts of all who realize 
that the supreme sacrifice of the one 
called to his reward is also the su- 
breme sacrifice of the family. The 


kind and loving mother who bore and - 


nutured him; the affectionate and dot- 
ing father who doubtless had laid 
plans that were thus shattered; built 
air castles of his future, to be thus 
ruthlessly destroyed; and the loving 
sister, Emma, the wife of Stanley C. 
Smit», robbed of the companionship 
of an only and ideal brother. They, 
hike the one who has passed on, have 
plaecd their very heazts upon the al- 
tar. And too, this ceremony was an 
impressive demonstration of that 
splendid spirit of comradeship that 
cements t'xe hearts of those who have 
servel together. The kindred feeling 
of the loss of all adds to the tie that 
binds so firmly the fraternity of the 
local post of the American Legion, 
SO appropriately named in honor of 
the one of their n- mber from Pinck- 
neyville, who has been called home. 

At the St. Paul’s Evangelical 
church, at two o’clock Wednesday, 
June 9, 1990 Rey A. Fritz, pastor of 
the congregation, delivered an appro- 
priately consoling funeral discourse. 
Rev. Schaffer, pastor .of the M. E. 
church since before the sad day of 
the boy’s departure, tendered the 
eulogy. 

The American Legion and with 


them, all service men attended en 
masse, accompanying the remains in 
a manner befitting the occasion. At 
the I. 0. 07 F, cemetery, where the 
parents have previously erected a 
mauselerm and amid an avalanche of 
fioval oferines the mortal remains 
of Tohn 0. Sattler were laid to rest, 
“till time shall be no more.” 

sokn O. Sattler was the only son 
of Ferd anl Ida Sattler, and brother 
of Mrs. Stanley G. Smith, uncle of 
Gordon Sattler Smith, all of Pinck- 
neyville. He was born July 20, 1894, 


when the faimly lived in Four Mile. 


Prairie. At a tender age he was 
christened in the St. Paul’s Evan- 
gelical church of this city. 5 

When he was a small bey the fam- 
ily moved to Pinckneyville, and his 
youth was spent here. John grew up 
to be what is colloquially termed, “a 
good, clean-cut young fellow, a gen- 
tleman, and the kind of a boy that 
everybody liked:? In partnership 
with Clyde W. Woosley, a friend of 
boyhood days, he was engaged in 
business in the West End store. The 
friendship of John and Clyde was 
like unto that of Jonathan and David 
—of Damon and Pythias, 

John was of the contingent of 
Perry count: boys who departed May 
28, 1918. for Canp Shelby, Hatties- 
burg, Miss. That summer was spent 
in training there for the conflict he 
Was not destined to enter In Sep- 
tember the unit to which he was: at- 
tached, Co. K, 149th Infantry, was 
transferred to Camp Mills, Long 
Island, N. Y. His parents visited 
him there for the last time. 

As to his death, the conditions 
surrounding him, and his burial over- 
Seas, this writer presents a commu- 
nication frem the American Red 
Cross, through a representative who 
was present: 

: Stratford Lodge, 

Glarence Parade, Southsea, 
December 10, 1918. 
Mr. Ferd Sattler, 
Pinckneyville, GL, U. S.A. 
Dear Mr. Sattler: 


You have already been informed 
threugh the Military Authorities of 
the death of your son, Private John 
0. Sattler, of Company “K,” 149th 
Infatmry, on October 18, 1918, in the 
U. S. Army Base Hospital No. 33, 
Portsmouth, but feeling that you 
must have a natural desire to learn 
more in detail of the -circumstances, 
I am writing thinking it will com- 
fort vou to know something more of 
John’s last days. Eee 

I trust it will be a matter of some 
comfort to you to know that immedi- 
ately after he was taken ill, he was 
sent to this hospital, which is one of 
the largest in England, beautifully 
located on the outskirts of Ports- 
mouth, and equipped with all of the 
necess'ties and eyen luxurise that 
eould be provided in the best of our 
hospitals at home. The hospital it- 
self is a large and airy brick build- 
ing in the center of a fine estate 
‘and is managed throughout by the 
U. S. Army. The doctors, nurses 
and attendants are all Americans. 
The staff of the hospital is composed 
of men of ripe experience, and among 
them are found some of the best 
mown specialists in their respective 
lines of work. ‘The nurses are all 
graduate, trained nurses from some 
of the best of our American hospitals. 


Se you may feel assured that your. 


son received every possible care and 
attention that could be otbained any- 
where. 

A Protestant minister and chaplain 
were in attendance at the hospital 
and all spiritual ministry possible 
was done for him. We of the Amer- 
ican Red Cross who are on duty here, 
found it possible to add comforts and 
help in many ways, and we are glad 
to feel that we shared in the oppor- 
tunities of making John’s last hours 
on earth as comfortable as possible. 

Your son died very bravely and 
without complaint, as a- soldier 
should, and it will console you to 
knew that his death was peaceful, 
being unconscious a little while be- 
fe-e his death, his last hours were 
free from pain. In dying as a result 
of disease imstead of from wounds, 
he cave up his Hfe for his country 
just as truly and fimely as if he had 
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been shet down on the field of battle 
and in according to him the full hon- 
ors of a military funeral, the army 
has recognized this fact and John 


sleeps In a beautiful cemetery at 


Winchester, beside the other brave 
comrades who have given their lives 
for their country. 

You have lost your son, and no 
words of mine can lessen that loss, 
but in giving him, as you have, you 
have gained our nation’s respect and 
gratitude. 

I have written thus to you not only 
for myself, but to express the deep 
sympathy of the commanding officer, 
the members of the staff, the nurses, 
and of the representatives of the 
American Red Cross. 

Sincerely yours, 
(Signed) Thos. H. E. Richards, 
Lieut. American Red Cross. 

At the request of the parents, the 
government, after nearly twenty 
months of perhaps unavoidable de- 
lay, delivered all the remains of John 
Sattler. The hand of Time, since 
death, while robbing the body of its 
former beauty, and rendering it un- 
suited for presentation to the view 
of the public, had not obliterated 
the features of the face. Thus, af- 
ter all the great agony and sus- 
pense, it was the privilege of the 
father to look into the face of the 
mortal remains, and say, “I know 
that is the body of my son, John.” 

John’s life is a closed chapter. All 
of us would have it otherwise, but 
He, who called him home, knows best. 
No man has died in a more noble 
cause. The family and friends have 
that sweet assurance that he was 
ready to go. And now, with his 
spirit in eternal, sweet repose, his 
body, embanked with flowers encased 
m marble and everlasting granite, 
rests permanently, as a memorial of 
the late conflict. 

So long as the local post of the 
American Legion shall endure, so 
long as history records this epoch— 
so long as America remains to honor 


the fallen ones, just so long will the 
memory of John O. Sattler remain in 
his justly merited, reverently hal- 
iewed niche in the local hall of fame. 
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